When in VA hospital, I waited with 20 Vets lined up and down both sides of a corridor for an MRI of our 
internal organs, some bedridden strapped to mobile beds, others confined in wheelchairs, the rest of us sat in 
‘taxi’ chairs. We all had fluid bags attached to drain tubes out of our bodies. Of the lot, only three were in my 
age range of late 60's and older. The rest were in 20's and very early 30's. I examined their excrement bags. I 
cannot describe what was draining out of the men and women into them: green, gray, milky, blood red, black as 
tar, and worse. It looked like their insides were dissolving into their bio-refuse bags! I have never seen 
anything like that! I was fortunate — not lucky — a lucky person would not have been in that miserable place — 
my cess bag only contained bloody, infected urine, collecting from a Foley catheter shoved up my urinary canal. 
This is what it felt like each time that was changed monthly: imagine someone shoving a stick of barbed wire up 
through your ‘tooter’ into the bladder, twisting then yanking it out once a month. Bonus prize — constant 
untreated UTI. ‘Thank you for your service,’ said the hospital scheduling clerk after making an appointment 
for next month’s torture session that I had to drive 60 miles one way to undergo. I could no longer pee from 
total urinary system failure, which occurred gradually over decades, caused by toxic chemical and other 
exposures during military service. Chronic pain, skin lesions, and other body filtering and regulating system 
failures, and other conditions are just some of the physical manifestations of what toxic exposures incubating 
over decades do to a human body. The urinary system takes the worst beating after the body filtering system: all 
that poison collects as waste for disposal in there! Nothing records and plays back a life more accurately than 
the human mind and body. These are my golden years playing back; on better days, the only ‘golden’ is pee in 
a bag, which collects voidance through a rubber tube inserted into my abdomen; however, on good days the 
cess-bag is full of bloody urine or worse. 








After 40 years incubation period, VA was very interested in this body; it tested, tested and tested more 
and even did extensive genetic, genome mapping and other DNA examinations that required several weeks for 
results to return from a special lab. The doctor who discussed some of it with me kept mentioning genome 
mutations...and other genetic vagaries. I do not know what they did to me while in service but the mutations are 
not good like in the Xmen Sci-Fi movie. Did you ever notice how movies give hints about uncommon things 
occurring now and hence? 


